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| at length, that it was time to return, they began 
\the descent, still buoyant in spirit, and little an- 
ticipating a scene which would write the events 
of that day even more indelibly upon their memo- 
ries than they had supposed. 
| The youngest of the group, five in number, was 
a sweet little girl of seven years old. The hand 
of her uncle had aided her up the mountain, and 
‘to his repeated inquiry if she was not getting 
\tired, her constant answer, with animated voice 
‘and sparkling eyes, was, ‘‘Ono.” As he led 
/her along on their return, she entertamed him all 
the way with her sprightly remarks and the over- 
flowing of her happy feelings. 
| full of the treasures she had gathered, and when 
;as they approached the road he left her to untie 
\the horse and turn the carriage, the bright and 
‘joyous expression of her countenance tlaced itself 
| vividly upon his mind. 


THE LIBRARY: 








| each individual of the company, and his eye fell 
}upon that little girl seated upon a stone near the 
| bars through which they had passed. 


came from her livid lips. He took her in his 
/ arms, and her head fell upon his shoulcer as a life- 
less weight. 
| fore the soul shone out so brightly, were rolled up- 
| wards, but there was no meaning there. 





THE MOUNTAIN RAMBLE, 
Together with a Story of a Little Boy of four. 


Published by the Massachusetts Sabbath School Socie- 
ty, and sold at the Depository, 24, Cornhill, Boston. 


This is a small book, containing two short stories, | 


| 


| She was placed in the arms of her afflicted, agi- 
tuied parents a few minutes after the intelligence 


Her hands were | 


Presently all was ready,—he lookedaround for | 


Her face | 
| was deadly pale; he spoke to her, but no answer | 


The eyes, from which a noment be- | 


That dear little girl lived; restored toconscious- 
ness but still attended with alarming symptoms; 


which will be acceptable to those Children who have 
not patience to read longer ones. 
fecting story about a little girl who was suddenly taken 
sick when she little expected it, and will teach thought- 
less children, that it would be wise for them to be pre- 


of her situation had reached them, and when they 


The first is an af- | 


were making hasty preparations to go to her. 


| May she never forget the goodness of God to her 


in that critical hour, and now in her early youth | 


| may she give her heart to Him who redeemed her | 


pared for sickness or death, as they know not. when )} 


from death. 





| stopped: here we gave three of our tracts. 


purpose, the crevices in the cot weré more than 
sufficient to receive tho books we left in it. With 
the next man we met, we left four books for his 
own use and distribution; he expressed to usa 
‘hope of his good estate, which we were inclined 
to make tremble. After walking with him a short 
distance, we bid him a good morning, expecting 
to see him no more in this world. The next 
tract we parted with we placed under a little stone, 
lest the fitful breeze should blow it from the pas- 
sing traveller. The next object, which claimed 
our attention, was a little Dutch girl, looking for 
strawberries. She could not converse in English, 
neither could we speak in her language. We 
gave her a book, and she conducted us to her 
mother’s house, which we found a seat of igno- 
rance: ignorance of divine things we most deplor- 
ed. We offered to take one of the children, and 
| put it to school, but the privilege was not consid- 
ered as such, and we did not takeher. We next 
passed a man to whom we gavea Gift of the day. 
The next persons we saw were two women who 
listened to us with attention—one of them discoy- 
ered feeling: we took the liberty of asking them, 
** Do you read the Bible?” to which one replied, 
‘*T have none.*? Howthankful were we that the 
Lord put it into our hearts and our power, to take 
with us three copies of his holy word. We gave 
| her one, saying, ‘‘ ever remember it is the word 
of God—read it prayerfully—read it daily.”” We 
conversed with them sometimes alternately, 
sometimes together; until it was time to bidthem a 
farewell. Soon some wagons appeared; we only 
held forth our little instructors, and the horses 
We 
then met two boys: one of them was very lame 
and highly colored with strawberries: but he was 
so affected with our conversation, that his tears 
made his hue more pale: they passed on.. As we 


= |} had now walked four or five miles, we seated our- 
| selves underneath a pleasant shade, to screen us 


such afflictions may overtake them. The following | 
= | from the sun, and take a retrospective view of the 


is an extract from the Mountain Ramble: 


NARRATIVE. — 


Written for the Youth’s Companion. 








To one of the nearer hills of that range it was 
the father’s purpose to conduct his little company. 
Accordingly crossing the stream at a busy vil- 
lage which had grown up on its banks, he took a 
solitary path which led them close to the foot of 
the mountain.—Here, after having fastened his 
horse by the road side, he proposed to the chil- 
dren to climb the peak before them. This under- 
taking was altogether agreeable to their inclina- 
tions, and they eagerly began to ascend. It was 
true, the labor of gaining the summit was much 


greater, than that of performing the ordinary ser- | 


vices required of them at home, but this thought 


to set out, we united in prayer, feeling that with- 


never occurred to their minds in the excitement | 


of their pleasurable feelings. In the open ground, 


| carried with us one copy of the Holy Bible, and | 


at the foot of the hill, they looked after the early | 


violet and the delicate houstonia; in the rougher 
places they searched for the rock naphalium, and, 


as they advanced into the deeper shades, they | 


gathered the curling young ferns, and the different 
colored varieties of the soft beautiful mosses which 
carpeted the forest. 

Their tongues were voluble with the oft-repeated 
announcements of their discoveries and acqui- 
sitions, an¢ with multiplied questions aud remarks 
addressed to each other and to him who was not 
an indifferent spectator of their happiness. 
out the consciousness of fatigue they reached the 
point at which they aimed, and thought that while 
they lived, they should remember with interest 
that they had stood on the top of that mountain. 


With- | 
_ To each of the men who crossed the river with us, 


They thought of the pleasure they should feel in | 


pointing it out to their companions, and telling 
them how they had climbed its summit. Reminded, 


A PLEASANT WALK. 
A rruE NARRATIVE. 
On a delightful morning in the month of June, | 
18—, when the scenery of nature was calculated 
to inspire exalted views of God, two young ladies | 
commenced a mission of a day, to the ignorant in | 
the suburbs of the corporation of the city of H. | 
We crossed the river at C. From the time our | 
walk had been anticipated, we prayed that we | 
might be succeeded on this our attempt to do good | 
to onr fellow mortals. After we were prepared | 


| 


out God’s blessing we should labor in vain. We | 


two of the New Testament, accompanied with | 
sixty tracts. All our books we carried in a mis- | 
sionary bag made for the purpose, and which many | 
times before had been employed in this delightful 
course. When we had reached the ferry to cross, 
the boat was ready to push from the shore: we 
got immediately in, and with a brisk breeze, were 
soon landed upon the opposite shore. In this cir- 
cumstance, we were disposed to view a kind pro- 
vidence, as detention at the ferry, which is not 
uncommon, would have shortened our set time of 
absence, which we would rather have prolonged. 





we gave a tract, resolving to pray over each one 
we should give away. The next object of our at- | 
tention was a lame man, to whom we gave 
** Covey, or the lame sailor:” accompanying it 
with a charge. At the first house at which we 
stopt, the door was locked, but fortunately for our 





to differ. 


ltained inhabitants still more wretched than any 


| a woman and three children: 


| scenes we had passed through since we left home. 
Although this was our common hour for dinner, 
it might truly be said at the time that ‘‘ it was our 
meat and our drink to do the will of our Father in 
Heaven.” 

At this time we were not; I trust, unconscious 
of our shortenings in duty, and also of our entire 
dependence on God fora blessing. Before we 
rose, we united in returning our thanks for the 
blessings that had already attended our excursion 
and in humbly asking for a continuation of them. 
To three other men in wagons, we gave our little 
pamphlets, with words of exhortation. At one 
house our books were received thankfully, but the 
mother could not read. With a party of seven 
ragged boys, we left seven tracts, for which we 
received their thanks and a promise of perusal. 
At the next house we received a low courtesy for 
our books anda word of advice. At another house 
ve were coolly received, but notwithstanding were 
disposed to make a short visit. Sin and ignorance, 
we may easily suppose, would reign with absolute 
sway where no Bible had been read, and no pray- 
er offered. We left them a Testament, some 
tracts, and our feeble, but best instructions deeply 
impressed with the many evils of sin, especially 
with the sin of ingratitude to Him, who made us 
Another dwelling we visited, that con- 


we had yet seen. The family consisted of a man, 
and such was their 
situation, and their house, that the reflection that 
they were brothers and sisters of the same family 
‘with us, and no worse by nature than we, was cal- 
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culated to humble us, and cause us to say, ‘‘ O 
to grace how great a debtor.” The father was ab- 


But the merciful man is blessed; Jesus has said, 
** Blessed are the merciful, for they shall obtain 


sent from home, the mother said she had heard of mercy.” ‘Blessed is he who considereth the poor; 


a God, but she knew nothing of a Saviour—said 
she knew she must die, but knew nothing further. 
‘She listened but manifested no uncommon feeling: 


the Lord will deliver him in time of trouble; the 
Lord will preserve him and keep him alive; and 
he shall be blessed upon earth, the Lord will 


-various feelings agitated our minds: the value of} strengthen him on the bed of languishing; he will 


an immortal soul, and the loss of it could not but 
occupy our thoughts. Oh! how we felt when she 
said, that neither she nor any of her family could 
read aword: They had no Bible: we gave them 
a testament and read from it the third chapter of 
John, and told her whose word it was, which she 
did not know; and before we left her, taught her 
by example to kneel and pray, which she said she 
had never done before. We passed on, and cal- 
led a girl fromthe door tothe gate. Her manner 
and countenance were interestiug. Her eyes 
glistened with tears, as we were about to take our 
‘leave of her, when she reached forth her tracts 
in haste and said with eagerness, ‘‘ Dotake these 
and I will go and call my mudder.” She ran and 
both returned to hear what more we had to say. 
We soon came to a well of water, and for a glass 
of it gave two tracts, and a word of advice to one 
white and one colored girl—gave another tract to 
aman in a wagon, and another to a little boy. 
Left another with a poor family, where we saw 
some Dutch cheese. A lame boy next came un- 
der our observation, and we gave him a tract. At 
3 o’clock we called at a neat house, and asked for 
a bowl of bread and milk as a favor and as what 
we would pay for. Soon a little table was spread 
with brown bread and sweet milk, for which we 
were glad, if not grateful. We were now with- 
in three miles of the ferry, and here we learned 
that our circular route would measure ten miles, 
besides crossing the ferry, Mrs. T. our landlady, 
was very kind to us: after dinner, she gave us a 
short cake and a cup of tea which was refreshing. 
In return we gave our common commodity, for 
she would receive nothing more. Our stay at 
this house was such, that we conversed conside- 
rably with the girls in the family, one of whom 
was affected. We said ‘‘ good evening,” and 
walked towards home. At a retired spot we uni- 
ted again, in returning thanks to our Almighty 
Father, and asked for a continuation of all needed 
good. At this time we could count seven or eight 
grown persons, that we had seen in the course of 
the day, who could not read a word, and some- 
thing like an innumerable multitude of children 
who knew much less. I think we never shall for- 
get how our hearts burned within us, as we talk- 
ed of God’s wonderful works to the children of 
men, while we walked by the way. Just as the 
‘ setting sun’s last rays,’ went below the horizon, 
we set foot in our own village, feeling that for a 
season we had been ina heathen country. L. 
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Written for the Youth’s Companion. 
PLAIN SERMONS FOR CHILDREN, 
SERMON XII. 

“ Be ye therefore merciful as your Father also is merciful.” 

Luke vi. 36. 
God is good, and his tender mercies are over 
all his works. This good God, children, is your 
Heavenly Father; and we hope it.is your wish 


and desire, to be like him. You cannot be like 


make all his bed in his sickness.” The merci- 
| ful man will be blessed by the poor—‘‘ because 
I delivered the poor who cried, and the father- 
less, and him who had none to help him; the bles- 
sing of him who was ready to perish, came upon 
me,and I caused the widow’s heart to sing for joy.” 

Surely, children, there cannot be a greater joy 
on earth, than to have the blessing of him who was 
ready to perish. You haveread the story of the 
poor man who fell among thieves, who wounded 
him, and left him half dead. Whichdo you think 
felt the greatest pleasure in his own breast, the 
good Samaritan, who took care of him, and pour- 
ed oi! into his wounds, or the cruel priest and Le- 
vite, who passed by and left him to perish? You 
will reno he who had mercy onhim. Then 





children, go and do likewise. Go, like your hea- 
venly Father, and carry bread to the hungry, to 
them who are regdy to perish: go comfort the sick 
and afflicted, It is perhaps little that you can do 
for them at present: but do what you can. Carry 
them something from your little store to relieve 
their necessities. You can speak kindly to them; 
and even your compassion may revive and com- 


them, that you wish you could do more; but that 
your heavenly Father is merciful, he knows what 
they stand in need of, and can supply their wants, 
and that he heareth the poor when they cry. 

How do you think, children, you will feel after 
such acts of kindness asthese? Will you not feel 
happy? Yes, you will feel happier than all the rich- 
es and pleasures of the world can make you. 
Your hearts will be ready to overflow with grati- 
tude to God, who has given you all things richly 
(to enjoy, and given you a heart to share his boun- 

ty with the poor. 

Surely you wilinever wish to lay out your little 
| treasures upon vanities and trifles, while you can 
lend to the Lord, by giving to the poor. Remem- 
, ber what Jesus will say to them on his right hand, 
at the last day, ‘‘ Come ye blessed of my Father, 
inherit the kingdom prepared for you! for I was 
an hungered and ye gave me meat: I was thirsty 
and yegave me drink. I was a stranger, and ye 
took me in: naked and ye clothed me; sick and in 
prison, andye came untome; these shall go into 
life eternal.” 








HYMN. 
Go, like your heavenly Father, feed the poor 
And carry comfort to the sick man’s door; 
Pity the widow, he the orphan’s friend, 
And if you cannot give them, freely lend. 
Think of your heavenly Father’s love to you, 
And imitate his love in all you do: 
Mercy shall then your early steps attend, 
And from the snares of death your path defend. 
For you the poor man’s prayers shall reach to heaven, 
And blessings more than you can ask be given; 
And when the righteous Judge from heaven descends, 
Before the world he’ll own you for his friends. 











NATURAL HISTORY. 








” Written fer the Youth’s Companion. 





him in greatness; but you may be like him in 
goodnsss. You may be holy as he is holy: you 
may be merciful ashe is merciful. You may be 
good, and do good to all around you. It is your 
happiness, your pleasure to be merciful. 

The man who is unkind and cruel, must be un- 
happy; for he has no Jove, no ccempassion in his 
breast. He knows not the joy of feeding the 
hungry, and clothing the naked. And Jesus shall 
say to him at the last day, ‘‘ Depart from me, I 
know you not; for I was an hungered and ye gave 
me no meat; I was thirsty and ye gave me no 
drink; a stranger and ye took me not in: I was 
sick and in prison, and ye visited me not; and 
these shall go away into everlasting punishment.” 








THE ELEPHANT. 

Mother, I wish you would tell me something 
about the Elephant. I have just seen a picture of 
one, and as father has promised that I shall see 
a live one tomorrow, I should like to know some- 
thing about him before I go. 

I am glad to hear you say so, George. The 
Elephant is the most sagacious, as well as the larg- 
est of all.land animals; but notwithstanding that, 
it:is very rapid in its movements, and can swim 
the deepest rivers. It has a mild and peaceable 
temper, though it will notbear injury or submit to 
unkind, treatment. 

What does it live on, Mother? 
Vegetables and fruits, my dear. It is also very 





fort them. Tell them you will do what you can for | 


— 


fond of flowers and perfumes, and has a most de]. 
icate sense of tasting and smelling. It is ye; 
fond of music too; I suppose you will like it all the 
better for that. These animals live to the age of 
from one hundred to one hundred and fifty years. 
They always sleep standing, and cannot live fa; 
from the water. 

Do they all look alike, Mother? 

No, my dear, they are mostly of a dark grey 
color, approaching to black. Sometimes, though 
rarely, they are found white. These sell for im. 
mense sums of money, and are very highly valued, 
It is said the Elephants of Siam are remark. 
able for their size and beauty. There was once 
an Elephant who was daily driven through the 
market place, and was accustomed to receive q 
handful of greens from a woman who kept a stall, 
He was one day made angry, broke his fetters, 
and ran towards the market. Every one fled 
to provide for their own safety, and among the 
number the woman, who in her terror forgot her 
child, which she left on her stall. The Elephant 
directed his course towards the seat, overturning 
every thing in his way; but he nosooner saw the 
frightened child which had fallento the ground, 
than he raised it with the utmost tenderness and 
placed it in a safe condition. 

Oh, mother, was not that good inhim? Cannot 
you tell me something more? 

Yes, I think I can tell you something else, 
that will make you love the Elephant very much 
for his kind disposition. The cruel keeper of one 
| of these creatures, gave it a wound upon its trunk, 
pad proboscis, which entirely disabled it from feed- 

ing itself, and it was therefore dependent on oth- 
ers for its subsistence. In this pitiable situation, 
one of its own species, sympathizing in its dis- 
tress, constantly prepared for it bunches of fresh 
grass, leaves and fruits, which it put into the 
mouth of its wounded companion. 

Oh I am very glad you told me, Mother, for I 
shall take so much more pleasure when J go to- 
morrow, with Father, to see one. 
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Communicated for the Youth’s Companion. 
LETTER TO A SABBATH SCHOLAR, 

My pear Louisa, © 

Another year of your life has taken its rapid 
flight—and what report has it borne to heaven? 
Does your heavenly Father behold you, the ob- 
ject of his kind care, making due returns of grat- 
itude toward Him? Or does he look down upon 
you day after day, and witness no offerings of 


He preserves from year to year? Another year 
is just dawning upon you—how uncertain whether 
you will see its close! Will you not, my young 
friend, begin the year, by seeking the favor and 
friendship of the blessed Jesus? O that you would 
devote this most interesting period of your life to 
the service of the dear Redeemer? Religion is 
not a gloomy business—fit only for the aged, who 
can no longer pursue the pleasures of youth—on 
the contrary, those who embrace it in the morn- 
ing of life, find it a source of enjoyment, exceed- 
ing all earthly pleasures. Will you not listen to 
the gracious invitations of the Saviour and give 
your youthful heartsto Him? Those who seek 
him early, have His promise that they shall find 
Him.—Where must you go to seek this Heaven- 
ly Friend?—He is not far from any one of us— 
he preserves you in life, though many have fallen 
on your right hand and on your left—and some 
with whom you have often conversed! Your life 


obtain an interest in the love of Jesus.— Would 
you think well of any person who should be un- 
grateful and indifferent to the wishes of his kind 
Benefactor? Certainty not—Think then of your 
heavenly Benefactor, and no longer neglect to 
do what you think would be pleasing to Him. I 
hear the language of Inspiration—‘‘ Wisdom is 








the principal thing’’—therefore make it the object 
of most earnest pursuit. Permit me now to wish 


praise from your heart, no prayer from her, whom’ 


is as uncertain as theirs—therefore defer not to ° 












er 
nt 
ng 
he 
id, 
ind 


not 


ich 
one 
nk, 
ed- 
oth- 
ion, 
Jis- 
esh 


the 


or I 
to- 








ea 


Youth’s Companion. 


143 











my dear Louisa a happy New Year? May it 
prove happy beyond all that have preceeded it, by 
our engaging in the pleasant duties of piety. 
Your past years are gone forever—except that the 
recording angel has registered them as spent in 
the service of God, or in the neglect of his re- 
quirements—which of these is put to the account 
of my young friend? If you are-conscious that 
you have not yet begun to live as God requires— 
why should not this period of your life prove the 
happy time when you shall surrender your heart 
to God? You are not too young to be influenced 
by its motives, and believe me, you will find it 
easier to engage in its duties now, than when your 
youthful heart beats high with worldly pleasures, 
which yet you have scarce begun to taste. Will 
love to Jesus and obedience to his require- 
ments render you less amiable and lovely? Cer- 
tainly not—Piety is the greatest ornament you 
can possess. Languid efforts will not secure 
the ‘‘ Pearl of great price;”—if the friendship of 
God is more valuable than every thing beside, 
seek it with that earnestness which the subject 
demands. Come then, dear Louisa, and be one 
of the blessed ones who seek the friendship of God 
in the morning of life—this is the earnest request 

of your affectionate friend and 
Sassatu Scuoot TEeacuer. 

bea AT Se BOE BELLY 

SUNDAY SCHOOL ANECDOTE. 
[From the Report of the Lambeth Wesleyan Methodist Sun- 
day School Union.] 

The Secretary of the Lambeth Sunday-school 
communicates this interesting case :— 

About two years since, while engaged with 
my colleague in the Secretary’s room, a little 
girl brought me anete ef which the following is 
acopy: 

‘ Dear Sir,—I have a dutiful daughter, twen- 
ty-four years of age, in the last stage of consump- 
tion, formerly one of your Sunday-scholars; if 
you will have the goo:Iness to procure for her 
the prayeas of the congregation, you will much 
obhge an afflicted mother, and her dying child.’ 

The request was of course readily granted, 
and the prayers of the worshippers at Lambeth 
chapel were offered on her behalf. But we could 
not let this lone one die unnoticed, unregarded, 
and some of the managers of the school several 
times visited her. 

The religious impressions early made upon 
her mind were not effaced ; and as the insidious 
disease gained strength every day, these impres- 
sions deepened, and when the time of her de- 
parture came, we had a ‘good hope through 
grace, that she ‘entered into the rest which re- 
maineth for the people of God.’ 

The: mother’s heart was affected by this af- 
fliction, and listening, Sabbath after Sabbath, to 
the simple recital of her little daughter, (then 
and now our scholar,) who endeavored to re- 
peat at home the instruction received in her 
class, she was induced to come in person to the 
school to thank the managers and teachers for 
the good her family kad received. 

She then commenced attendance on the pub- 
lic worship of God, subsequently joined the 
Methodist Society, and now rejoices in the fa- 
vour of heaven. 

For a considerable period, both mother and 
daughter tried every effort to induce the remain- 
ing parent to accompany them on the Sabbath 
to the house of prayer, and at length prevailed. 
While listening to the ministry of the gospel, 
conviction fastened on his mind, and a sound 
scriptural conversion has followed. 

The little girl has struggled for the pardon of 
her sins, and through faith in ChristJesus, has ob- 
tained the merey which she sought, 

Thus, by the blessing of God, on the direct 
and indirect influence of Sunday-school instruc- 
tion, four persons iv one family have been brought 
toa knowledge of the truth ; and while one, we 
trust, is.among the sainted spirits, happy in im- 
mortality and heaven, the others are walking-in 
the path which leads to glory and to God, 





What should S. 8. Teachers cultivate?—An- 
Swer, They should cultivate 1. the spirit of 
union—2. the spirit of love—S. the spirit of 
meekness and patience. 


What shoul encourage them? 1. Past success. 


‘| Campbell’s party. 


MORALITY. 








THE BIRTH-DAY BALL. 


Jane. Mother, is it right.to keep our birth- 
days? 

Mother. What do you mean by keeping birth- 
days? 


J. I mean to stay at home from school on 
those days, and to have a party in the even- 
ing, andto dance, and to play, and to have plenty 
of nice things to eat and drink. 

M. Before I answer your question, let us 
consider what ‘the return of our birth-day should 
bring to our minds. ist. It reminds us of the 
goodness of God in-creating us at first, and in 
preserving us so long in life and comfort; 2d. 
That another year of our short lives is gone, nev- 
er to return; and $d. That we are a year nearer 
to the judgment-seat of Christ. Now, my daught- 
er, I leave it to yourself, whether it is proper to 
keep such a day in the manner you have men- 
tioned, 

J. Why, I suppose not; but people do not 
think about such serious things, when they keep 
their birth-days. They only think of pleasure. 
Next Tuesday will be Ann Campbell’s birth-day, 
and she has invited several of the girls in school 
to a party. She says she is going to have a 
splendid new dress, and they are tu dance, and 
have ice-cream, and cakes, and every thing 
nice. And she has invited me to come, tov. 
May I go, mother? 

M. My dear, you know I do not like to 
deny you any thing that can please and profit 
you at the same time; but I think Miss Camp- 
bell might find a more profitable way of spend- 
ing an evening, and I do not think it my duty to 
let you join her and her friends in such trifling 
amusements. Besides, if I let you goto Miss 
C’s party, she will expect you to give one on your 
birth-day, and I do not think this proper. 

J Rut, mother, did they not Keep their birth- 
days in the Bible times? 

M. I think it likely that Abraham and Paul, 
and other pious persons mentioned in the Old and 
New Testaments, did observe their birth-days; but 
it was not as seasons of sinful mirth. I suppose, 
on such occasions, they thanked God for the mer- 
cies of the past year, confessed their sins, and 
sought pardon, and formed plans for spending the 
coming year more profitably to themselves and 
others. However, the Bible does not say any 
thing about it. I know of only two instances of the 
keeping of birth-days mentioned in the Bible, 
one in the Old Testament, and one in the 
New; and it is remarkable that in both in- 
stances, it was the birth-day of a wicked king 
that was celebrated. Of Pharaoh we are told 
that ‘‘he made a feast unto all his servants;”’ 
and of Herod, that ‘‘he made a supper to his 
lords and high captains.”” The latter was more 
like a modern birth-day ball, for the daughter of 
Herodias came in and danced, and ‘‘ pleased 
Herod, and them that sat at meat with him.”’ 
Now let us draw near, and examine this scene 
more closely. Although not so pleasant, it may 
prove more profitable to you than attendiug Miss 


Behold the splendid hall, made as light as 
day, by thousands of lamps, reflected from pol- 
ished mirrors. See the crowds of noblemen and 
military officers, arrayed in purple and fine linen, 
all eager to pay their court to the powerful 
monarch. And see him,—the proud, cruel, un- 
godly tyrant, shining with gold and diamonds, and 
fancying himself almost a god. See the tables 
loaded with every thing that can raise and gratify 
the appetite; and listen to the music that charms 
every ear. Are they not happy, who enjoy all 
these delights? No—the curse of God rests on them! 
And now, let us leave this scene of splendid 
misery, and go a few streets off, to that gloamy 
building, the very sight of which is enough 
to chill the heart. It is the public prison. 





| damp dark dungeon, 


caccemencoc ae 


See, who lies there? Ar 
old man, chained to the wall,.miserably clad, pale 
and ghastly; an outcast from society, with none 
to speak to him a kind word, or to do him a kind 
office. What a-contrast to the scene we have just 
left. Is not this man wretched? No—he isa child 
of God, an heir of heaven, and is destined to shine 
in glory, like a star of the firmament, for ever 
andever! This is John the Baptist—the fore- 
runner of ‘Christ, the greatest of the prophets. 
And now let us return to the festive hall. Herod 
is so delighted with the dancing of Salome, that 
he promises to give ‘her whatever she shall ask. 
She retires to consult her mother, how she shall 
best improve the geterous offer. She returns, in 
haste and makes known her request; and in a 
few minutes, receives in a splendid dish—my heart 
sickens atthe thought—the ghastly bleeding head 
of the pious Baptist! Such was the fruit of a birth- 
day ball! 

J. Mother, Ido not wish to go to Miss Camp- 
bell’s party; for I am sure I could not enjoy the 
dancing, and the sweet-meats. I should all the 
time be thinking of Salome and John the Baptist. 

ER hl ITE 7 
Written for the Youth's Campanion. 


THE GREAT FIRE IN NEW YORK 


Did not destroy every thing. The iron, stones 
and brick are yet there. The fire was-not hot 
enough to burn them. The ground is yet there, 
and it is worth as much as ever. The occu- 
pants of those buildings are yet there, and have 
lost none of the powers of their mind and body. 

Iron can be made to burn with a flame likewood. 


hot enough to burn the brick, and stones and iron 
to ashes. The loss, it is true, would not have been 
much greater; but how much more furious and 
vehement would the fire have been! 

Suppose, in addition, that the very ground it- 
sclf had been burut so deep that it would forever 
be impossible to fill it up and rebuild on it. 

Again, suppose that the fire was of such a na- 
ture as to affect every one of the occupants of 
those buildings in the following manner: causing 
every one to become blinkeyed—to become longue 
tied—to become hobble footed—to become aspen 
handed—to become silly headed—to become de- 
mon hearted :—thus making them, while lingering 
out their existence, perfect pests and nuisances, 
and intolerable burdens to their friends and the 
world. 

But what is the use of these dreadful suppositions? 
Why the fact is, Tuere 1s sucn a Fine! It is 
now raging. Ithas long been raging far and wide. 
Its ravages have béen most dreadful. The above 
is but a poor description. Immensely valuxble 
property, character, life, yes Lirr, Mitvions or 
Lives! have been lost, irretrievably lost. No 
INSURANCE. 

The Fire at New York compared with this 
fire, is but as the burning of a straw. The damage 
by the fire at New York, wil}, before long, be re- 
paired, but this Never. 

Another astonishing fact about this fire, is, 
that there are those who are so blinded by a mis- 
taken self interest, as to take measures to perpe- 
tuate and extend this conflagration! They have 
gone to work, and established Fire Reservoirs, 
in great numbers, so that there is scarcely a 
neighborhood that is not in imminent danger from 
the hot coals and fire brands which constantly is- 
sue from them! 

But what is most exceedingly marvellous and 
astounding, is the fact that there has as yet been 
comparatively but little alarm! 

Would that I had a voice like thunder, I would 
sound the alarm. 

Fire! Fire! 

We’re all burning! 

We’re all burning! 
Pour on water! 
Pour on water! 


Fire! Fire! 








» The Saviour’slove. 3. T heir eternal reward. 





Let us open the massy iron doors that creak 


dismally on their hinges, and let us enter that 


Some few Firemen with their Engines have 


Suppose for a moment, that the fire had been . 
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been at work and have done nobly. Much life 
and property has been saved. But they need help. 
Help from all—old and young—every one who 
can throw on a drop of water. 

It has recently been found that Smaux Enaines, 
with Engine Companies composed of CHILDREN 
of both sexes—yes, girls as well as boys—hkave 
succeeded. remarkably well, better than many 
larger ones. 

I would call then upon Cuutpren, every where, 
to form themselves into Encine Companies, put 
on their badges and be at work, and with the bles- 
sing of Heaven our country will be saved. 





“THE NURSERY. 


Written for the Youths Companion. 
TALK WITH MY LITTLE SON.—.Vo. 6. 


Father, will you please to talk about the good 
Samaritan? 

Yes, my son. Do you know where the man 
was going, when he was hurt? 

He was going from Jerusalem to Jericho. 

Well, what happened to him? 

Some thieves hurt him very much, and took 
his clothes away from him. 

What kind of clothes do you think he had? 

I don’t know.—I saw a picture of him at the 
Sabbath School. The thieves are not in the 

icture. 

What are thieves? 

They are wicked people. 

What do they do that is wicked? 

They steal. 

Yes, so they do. Now tell me who came along 
where the man was, after the thieves left him? 

A priest. He did’nt mind any thing about the 
poor man, did he, father? He went right along, 
reading his book. 

What makes you think he was reading a book? 

It’s so in the picture. 

Well, who came that way next? 

The Levite, and he went right along on the 
ether side. ‘hen the good Samaritan came, al- 
ter the Levite. He did’nt go along on the other 
side, did he, father, as the Levite did? 

No, my son. Can you tell me what he did? 

He helped the poor man up, and put some wine 
and oil on his sore, and set him on his own beast, 
and carried him to a tavern. 

Then did he go off and leave him? 

No, father, he took care of him till the next 
morning. Why did’nt the woman take care of him? 

I don’t know, my son. Perhaps she had some 
little children to take care of. Can you tell me 
what the good Samaritan did in the morning. 

He gave some money to the man that kept the 
tavern, and told him to take care of the man who 
had been hurt. 

Now, can you repeat the verse you learned 
this morning? 

‘* Blessed are the merciful, for they shall ob- 
tain mercy.” I don’t think the Levite knew a- 
beut that verse. 








EDITORIAL. 





A MINISTER WHO LOVES CHILDREN. 

The following extract of a letter from a Minister to 
the Editor, deserves to he published as an example of 
that attachment which every Pastor ought to bear to- 
wards the “ lambs of his flock,” if he would gain their 
affections and prepare them to receive with gladness 
his instructions and counsels. Doubtless the children 
in Ipswich will think of their Minister every time they 
read the little paper which he introduced among them, 

‘* Tam much pleased with the ‘ Youth’s Companion,’ 
and [think I could not do a better service to the dear 
lambs of my flock than to engage them to subscribe 
for it. Most of the children whose names I send, 
(fifteen in number) pay for it out of their own money. 
lam delighted with my success. Not one has declin- 


ed subscribing, to whom I have mentioned the sub- 
ject. Yours, &c. D, Firz. 
Ipswich, Jan, 8, 1836.” 








Children always return love for love. I saw a 
pleasing illustration of this some years ago. It was 
when the Rev. Dr. Wisner was Pastor of the Old 
South Church. I was talking with him at his gate 
one day, when a little boy came up the street and 
stopped, looking at Dr. Wisner, until there was a 
pause in our conversation, when he said, ‘* Good 
morning, Dr. Wisner.” ‘* O, good morning, —— my 
dear, how do you do? how are your brothers and sis- 
ters this morning?” calling him by name & taking him 
kindly by the hand. ‘ Very weli, I thank you, sir— 
good morning, sir.” He then made his bow and run 
along. I asked Dr. Wisner who the boy was. He said 
he was a member of one of his Sabbath day classes. 
The very affectionate manner of the boy’s address 
struck me very pleasantly, and [ shall never furget it. 
It was simply an expression of his love to his Pastor. 
Dr. Wisner had organized several classes of different 
ages, which he met alternately on the Sabbath, directly 
after divine service. They were distinct from the Sab- 
bath School. He was very affectionate in his inter- 
views with them, and though there were a great 
many of them, he was particular to be personally ac- 
quainted with each one, calling them all by name. 

This is the more remarkable as Dr. Wisner had no 
children of his own, though he had adopted a little 
boy as a son; and it is hoped this little boy will love 
and serve God as his father Wisner did, and then he 
may hope to go to heaven and see him there, and join 
him in loving and serving God forever. ‘This little 
boy was very fond of the Youth’s Companion, and 
when he removed from Boston, after the death of Dr. 
Wisner, he wished it to be sent to him. A letter from 
Mrs. Wisner on this subject, says, 

‘* I feel very desirous that he should have it, for he 
is more interested in the paper than I have ever seen 
him in any other reading; and I cannot but hope that 
it may he greatly conducive to the formation of such 


a character, as will make him a useful member of 
society.”? 


I remember that I attended, nearly fifty years ago, 
a Sabbath day course of instruction, similar to that 
ahove mentionéd, from the venerable Dr. Stillman, in 
the first Baptist meeting-house in Boston, and I have 
not yet forgotten his smiling face and his great white 
wig, & with what love and reverence I regarded him. 
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bright beams into the cloud of tribulation, then is the 
faithfulness of God perceived, then is his love felt 
then are his promises enjoyed. a.” 





The Irish Boy. 

Peter Whelan, at the age of five years, even hefs 
he was able to read, was so well acquainted with the 
Scriptures, from hearing them often read “in his fa. 
ther’s house, that he could answer questions for a 
hour at a time, on the principal doctrines of the Bible 
He would prove the doctrines by the most suitab,. 
texts, quoting chapter and verse. At this early age, 
he used to examine every thing by the standard of the 
Scriptures. One day his uncle, who had come to Visit 
his father, used the expression ‘*Faith and troth. 
which is very common in Ireland, and if not an oath 
is very much like one. Peter immediately replied, 
** Uncle John, where is there chapter and verse in the 
Bible for such words?” Another day, a man havi 
called at his father’s, asked Peter ‘* What news 7 
“Great news,” said Peter, ‘*the Lord Jesus Christ 
came into the world to save sinners.?? On another 
occasion, Peter had gone to the village with his mo- 
ther, on a market day; and was eating a piece of 
bread. A man said to him, ‘ Well, my good little 
fellow, you are eating your bread.”? ** Yes,” said Pe. 
ter, ‘hut man is not to live by bread alone, but by 
every word that procegdeth froin the mouth of God,» 
Little Peter can now read the Testament for himself, 
having learned in three days to read the Gospel of 
John; and we trust the Lord is training him to become 
a useful laborer in his vineyard.— Youth’s Friend. 





The Dog. 


* Get out of the way,’ said little Edward to a poor 
old dog, as he gave him a kick on his side. 

*O, for shame,’ said his mother, ‘ do not kick old 
Nero.’ 

‘ He is only a dog, mother,’ said Edward, ¢ and he 
is always lying in the way.’ 

© Poor old creature! He is almost blind and cannot 
see you coming in time to get out of your way. I can- 
not bear to see you cruel to animals, especially when 
they become old and helpless. Dogs, too, are such 
faithful creatures, that they always should be treated 
with kindness. I have heard of many instances of 
the watchfulness and affection of dogs, and perhaps 
you may be indebted to a dog for your life.’ 

‘ God is very kind to us in giving us so many useful 
creatures. And it is great ingratitude to Hiin to treat 
them cruelly.’ ’ 

‘ Cruel children are not like God; for the Bible says, 
* He is good to all, and his tender mercies are over all’ 
his works.’ 

‘ Poor old Nero is one of the works of God. He has 
watched our house for us, and many a time barked 
with all his might, when he heard steps near it, all 
night. Now he is old we must take care of him.’ 

* A good boy will never kick even a dog.’ 








The Starry Heaven. 


Lift up thine eyes to the nightly sky, and behold it 
sown with stars. So many, so beautiful, so bright are 
the people of God, and such hereafter shall they ap- 
pear in abetter heaven. Canst thou behold the whole 
number of the stars? No; some are stars of the other 
hemisphere, and never rise above thy horison: and 
some in the depths of space cannot be discovered by 
thine eye, unassisted by the telescope. Canst thou 
number the people of God? No; multitudes are in 
other kingdoms and climates, where thine eyes shall 
never behold them; and multitudes are already gath- 
ered before the throne of God, in a state and in a bles- 
sedness which here below thou canst not understand. 
Seest thou, too, how large and bright are some of the 
heavenly luminaries, how small and dim are others? 
So it is with the people of the Lord. ‘To what faith, 
what fervent love, what holy devotedness, have some 
attained! and how far behind are others! 


{[imb ems for Youth. 


The Rainbow. 


Hast thou seen the rainbow in the blue sky, when 
the bright sun shineth without a cloud in the summer 
heaven? Hast thou seen it in the driving tempest, 
when the whole horizon gathered blackness? No; 
but when the clond of rain was in the sky, and the 
sun looked upon it from the other side of heaven, 
then did the falling drops receive the slanting beams, 
and untwisting their seven colours, return them to the 
eye of the heholder—a beautiful bow, a ** faithful wit- 
ness” of the truth of God. 

And thus, my child, it is not chiefly in the bright 
season of worldly comfort, that the faithfulness of God 
is seen and felt, Nor is it always in the season of 
affliction; for affliction may be*unsanctified. But 
when the Sun of Righteousness sendeth forth his 
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Written for the Youth’s Cumpanion, 
THE LADY-BUG AND THE ANT. 

The Lady-bug sat in the rose’s heart, 

And smil’d with pride and scorn, 
As she saw a dusty Ant go by, 

With a heavy grain of corn. 
So, she drew the curtains of damask round, 

And adjusted her silken vest, 
Making her glass of a drop of dew 

That lay on the rose’s breast. 


Then she laugh’d so loud, that the Ant look’d up, 
And seeing her haughty face, 
Took no more notice, but travell’d on 
At the same industrious pace: 
But a sudden blast of autumn came, 
And rudely swept the ground, 
And down the rose with the Lady-bug fell, 
And scatter’d its leaves around. 


Then the homeless Lady was much amazed, 
For she knew not where to go, 

And hoarse November’s early blast 
Had brought both rain and snow; 

Her wings were chill’d and her feet were cold, 
And she wish! for the Ant’s warm cell, 

And what she did when the winter caime, 
I’m sure | cannot tell. 

But the thrifty Ant was in her nest, 
With her little ones by her side; 

She taught them all like herself-to toil, 
Nor mind the sneer of pride— 

And I thought, as I sat at the close of day, 
Eating my bread and milk, 

It was wiser to work and improve my time, 
Than be idle and dress in silk. L. H. S. 





